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believe if we 'ad sun we'd both be twice the size we are.
I'd like to see colour in your cheeks, Vic."
" How much does it cost to get out there ? "
" A lot more than we can ly hands on, that's the trouble.
But I've been thinkin'.    England's about done.    There's
too many like me."
" No," said Victorine ;   " there aren't enough."
Bicket looked at her face, then quickly at his plate.
" What myde you take a fancy to me ? "
" Because you don't think first of yourself, that's why."
" Used to before I knew you.    But I'd do anything for
you, Vic."
" Have some of this jelly, then, it's awful good."
Bicket shook his head.
" If we could wyke up in Central Austrylia," he said.
" But there's only one thing certain, we'll wyke up in this
blighted little room. Never mind, I'll get a job and earn
the money yet."
" Could we win it on a race ? "
" Well, I've only got forty-seven bob all told, and if we
lose it, where'll you be ? You've got to feed up, you know.
No, I must get a job."
" They'll give you a good recommend, won't they ? "
Bicket rose and stacked his plate and cup.
" They would, but that job's off—overstocked."
Tell her the truth ?    Never !    So help him !
In their bed, one of those just too wide for one and
just not wide enough for two, he lay, with her hair almost
in his mouth, thinking what to say to his Union, and
how to go to work to get a job.    And in his thoughts
as the hours drew on he burned his boats.    To draw his
unemployment money he would have to tell his Union
what   the  trouble  was.    Blow  the  Union !    He  wasn't
going to be accountable to them!    He knew why he'd

